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ENTHRONED. 

C9ME, lay your tired head upon my heart, 
And let me kiss those eyelids far apart 
And white, with sillcen lashes shining down 
Upon sweet eyes all soft, and warm, and brown. 
Thus — let me push the masses of your hair 
Aside, and trace the veins o'er skin so fair 
And pure, I scarce dare touch, for fear you may 
Like some pale shadow slip and slide away. 
Give me your hands. All warm within mine own. 
They shall forget that e'er they toiled alone. 
That e'er they wrung themselves with cold, or fears 
That e'er they brushed away hot blinding tears. 
Too long you wore a proud and silent air. 
So like a royal queen's, I did not dare 
To even question with my loving eyes 
If your closed lips but held back weary sighs ! 

Why did I not your anger sooner brook. 
And speak 7 You might have killed me with a look 1 

But then it would have been e'en sweet to die 
By a swift dagger-thrust from that loved eye. 
You smile — and perfect creeps the sunny light 
Of that slow smile up to your soft eye's height. 
Ah — you are all mine own, now. Not so, sweet ? 
From eye-lash to the tip of tiny feet ! 
You did not dream I loved you all those years ? 

The mem'ry of a kind act e'er endears 
The actor of it, to the hearts of those 
Who feel the action ; and a warm light glows 
Within them when remembering it. May you. 
Then, feel it a remembrance sweet and true. 
To think sometimes : V He loved me all those years, 
All those long days and nights, while I wept tears. 
He loved me just the same as now." They say 
(And it is whispered in the court to-day). 
The queen, whose head uneasy wears her crown. 
Will sometimes passionately throw it down, 
And — like a woman — seek a peaceful rest 
For all her sorrows — on a subject's breast. 
You were my queen — your crown was still-lipped pride ; 
Now thjt you deign to cast it all aside. 
Let mine the loyal subject's bosom be 
Whereon you lay your dear head — willingly ; 
And thus — although you stoop a little so, 
'Twill raise me royally, to feel arid know 
That at the last my queen did come to me. 
And call me hers — and robe me regally 
In golden smiles and crimson-flushing joy, 
And scarlet kisses, passionate and coy; 
Then — with white woven arms caressing zoned. 
Behold me proudly thus — a king enthroned ! 

— Augusta von Babna. 



AN A VILION OF TlfE WEST. 

Among the most touching passages in the most 
touching of all Tennyson's "Idylls of the King" — 
the " Passing of Arthur," occurs this announcement 
to Sir Bedivere by the blameless king, wounded unto 
death, if death were possible to the immortal : 

" I am going * * 

To the island valley of Avilion ; 
Where falls not hail, or rain, or. any snow. 
Nor even wind blows loudly ; but it lies 
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair, with orchard-lawns 
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea — 
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound." 

Probably there are few close observers who have 
not remarked that anomaly in nature — the resem- 
blance of wide difference — how a homely face will 
suggest one exquisitely beautiful — how a stupid 
book will recall a masterpiece of literature — how 
an unlovely picture, little more than a daub, may 
remind of a gem of art, with a force and tenacity 
dwarfing ordinary comparison. During the summer 
of 1875, the writer, seriously ill, has had occasion to 
visit an island before unknown to him except by 
reputation ; and something almost oppressively Ar- 
thurian has woven itself around the locality, leading 
to the same necessity of button-holing a public and 
getting rid of the feeling, that existed with that type 
bore, the Ancient Mariner, when he grabbed at first 
one and then another of the unwilling wedding 
guests. The sick man of this episode, so far as he 
kpows, is the very antipodes of the: blameless King 
Arthur; though sorely wounded, it has been no 
sword of a caitiff knight, but the hard work and mild 
dissipations of modern society that have wounded 
him; and it is not too certain that he is speaking to 
a single Sir Bedivere among his whole circle of audi- 
tors. Then, his island of health-seeking refuge has 
scarcely a single feature of the poetical Avilion ; 



the winds blow around it, with a freedom, and often 
a violence, quite equal to that which they displayed 
about the " still-vexed Bernioothes ; " rain, hail, and 
snow are evidently no strangers to it in their appro- 
priate periods; and yet — and- yet — well, there is a 
suggestion of Avilion about it, as impossible to shake 
off as it probably is to convey to the mind of aiiy 
reader who is a non-visitant. 

After this rhapsbd)' of quasi-poetical introduction, 
the reader may be somewhat surprised, especially if 
of the eminently practical order, at discovering that 
all this which he will denominate as "fuss," has ref- 
erence to a very commonplace island on the Massa- 
chusetts coast, which, to the body of non-visitors, 
suggests a mixture of Coney Island and camp-meet- 
ing. In other words, Martha's Vineyard of the old 
discoverers, and latterly of the whaling fleets, before 
whaling fleets went down in the compelling presence 
of petroleum. 

Plain and concise English for much of the above 
and something to follow, is that the Island of Mar- 
tha's Vineyard, lying within twelve hours' sail of 
New York and four of Boston, is as little known and 
understood by the body of Americans outside of a 
certain limited circle, as anyone of the islands of the 
South Seas. That limited circle is composed of (i) 
the body of camp-meeting goers who have during 
past years visited the island from New Bedford an- 
nually at the close of August, and (2) the yachtmen 
of the different clubs who have been in the habit of 
touching at it on the way from Greenport or New- 
port, to their rnore easterly places of rendezvous. 
O.utside of these circles, and a limited additional 
clientelle of curious pleasure-seekers, Martha's Vine- 
yard has been, and remains, as truly a terra incog- 
nita, as one of the upper Hebrides or a sealing resort 
at the South Pole. 

Geographically, those of us who did not play truant 
too constantly from school, know that Martha's Vine- 
yard is an island of some twenty miles in length east- 
ward and westward, by perhaps twelve to fifteen 
northward and southward, lying off the south coast 
of Massachusetts at about one-third of the distance 
to the extreme island of Nantucket — separated by a 
broken chain of islands from Buzzard's Bay, which 
so deeply pierces the southern portion of the State ; 
and forming between those islands and- itself Vine- 
yard Sound, the favorite passage of all vessels east- 
ward from Long Island Sound into Nantucket Sound 
and the open sea off the east coast and Cape Cod. 
It is also reasonably well known, as already Igdi/ 
cated, that in the prosperous days of whaling, it sent 
out from its chief port and capital, Edgartown, from 
Holmes's Hole, and minor ports, no inconsiderable 
rival of a fleet to the overweening ones of Nantucket 
and New Bedford, and the secondary one of New 
London. It is not quite so well known that, espe- 
cially in the adventurous taking of seals and sea 
lions in the South Seas, the men of Martha's Vine- 
yard were pre-eminent; though many, when the 
matter is recalled to their attention, will remember 
that one of the two " Sea Lions " of Cooper's splen- 
did nautical novel of that name, went out from 
Holmes's Hole, in rivalry with the other of the same 
designation from Oyster Pond on Long Island. 

As more modern information it may be recorded, 
that Holmes's Hole, properly speaking, exists no 
longer, except possibly in the government records 
and some of the more antiquated columns of marine 
intelligence — the name of that popular harbor of 
refuge against the wild storms of the eastern coast, 
having been changed by commcn consent to the 
more euphonious one of Vitieyard Haven. Edgar- 
town, if one may judge from all appearances, must 
have fallen sadly into decadence in its shipping in- 
terests, even beyond the general decline of the whal- 
ing fleet — as during the entire summer of 1875 the 
spars of a single three-masted square-rigger have 
peeped up above the houses of that town, looking 
sadly across the bay toward Oak Bluffs with the 
suggestion of a marine " last rose of summer." 

In the camp-meeting detail, which has for the past 
twenty years kept Martha's Vineyard more before 
the public mind than it could otherwise have been — 
perhaps there is even less occasion of "carrying 
coals to Newcastle " than in the particulars already 
noticed. Many years ago the Methodist connection 
became aware of the availability of the extensive 
groves of dwarf scrub oak, covering a large part of 
the bluffs of Tisbury, the northeastern portion of the 
island, for the purposes of their annual reunions and 
demonstrations ; and since that period, on the' high 
lands immediately back of what are now Oak Bluffs 



(hereafter to be more fully noticed), has grown per- 
haps the most singular collection of structures, more 
or less for purposes of worship, that can be found 
on the face of the earth. In the centre of this quasi- 
cOnsecrated ground, rise three enormous spars, sug- 
gesting at a distance the stripped masts of a ship, 
during nineteen-twentieths of the year, while below 
and around them stand seats for thousands, waiting 
for their brief occupanc)'. But during an eventful 
two weeks, commencing about the 15th of August 
and closing with the end of that month, those spars 
proudly support one of the largest tents in exist- 
ence, while under it the public worship of the de- 
nomination is almost equally constant and enthusi- 
astic. But this forms a far less notable feature, how- 
ever important, than another which has grown out 
of it; Around this central space has sprung up what 
may be called a village, or small town, of skeleton 
cottages, all the ribs of the structures remaining in- 
tact, and in many instances even the improvised fur- 
niture showing its weather-beaten shape within — the 
completion of each building, in the season, being 
found in the stretching of a canvas covering over the 
frame supplying roof, sides, and doorway. This is by 
no means universal, however, many of those close- 
surrounding cottages, even those intended only for 
camp-meeting occupation, being roofed and closed 
against the weather. No attempt can here be made 
at describing the pranks, in the way of streets and 
circles, played in the laying out of the grounds in 
the immediate vicinity ; though it may be said, with- 
out any attempt at derogation from the sacredness 
of the central spot, that the cottages become more 
perfect, and what may be called the cottage-camp- 
meeting life assumes more pronounced forms of 
grace and beauty, as the distance from the centre 
increases, and the shelter is reached of those thick 
oak groves which might have delighted the Druids. 
As the. season for the camp-meeting approaches, un- 
roofed cottage after cottage spreads its canvas roof, 
cottage after cottage unbars its doors and takes 
dowri its shutters — circles of flowers begin to show 
around the door-steps — the faces of women begin 
to be seen, and the prattle of children's voices is 
heard> where comparative silerice and quiet have so 
long reigned ; and what before has seemed as a pen- 
dant to, the palace of the Sleeping Beauty, begins to 
be instinct with life, color, and an odd grace that 
must be seen to be appreciated. Still outside of all 
this, the true cottage-life of the Vineyard broadens ; 
the cottages become more/ stable and more orna- 
mental, supplying rural homes all summer long to 
the residents ; and a virtual town, with all the con- 
veniences and appliances of one (even to a circu- 
lating library, and a horse-railway extending up from 
the Vineyard Heights landing), comes into being, all 
the while wearing a certain blended atmosphere of 
unreality. Orientalism, and faerie, impossible to du- 
plicate on this side of the Atlantic, whatever to par- 
allel it may be found on the other. 

As the scope of this article is not intended to 
touch the camp-meeting-life of the Vineyard, noth- 
ing more need be said on the subject, except to 
record that the Baptist denomination, emulous if 
not jealous of the Methodist popularity in that re- 
gard, have during the season of 1875 arranged for 
a corresponding place of their own, on what are 
known as the Vineyard Highlands, across the la- 
goon from the Methodist gathering-place and Oak 
Bluffs — out of which may grow a rivalry or a junc- 
tion of effort, according as one or another influence 
chances to prevail. 

But we have seen little or nothing, as yet, of the 
" Avilion," whose name and a certain dissimilar sim- 
ilarity have given title and excuse to this paper. To 
this then, briefly, as only space will allow. 

In the gazetteers, speaking briefly of Martha's 
Vineyard, and dealing with the island of years ago, 
will be found substantially this record ; " Soil poor, 
population chiefly occupied in fisheries." Now the 
fact is, that, as shown from the prevalence of the 
oaks, especially on the Tisbury end of the island, the 
soil is not naturally poor, as no such growth could 
possibly be found on a soil essentially mean. " Defi- 
cient in cultivation because the inhabitants are en- 
gaged in fisheries," would have been at once a 
more truthful and more comprehensive summing up 
of the capacities of the island. Certainly there is no 
deficiency in the growth of verdure or foliage, wher- 
ever fair opportunity for either is supplied ; and the 
atmosphere of the island is such as to keep both in 
that " fadeless green " so well known in the British 
Islands, but generally supposed to be impossible for 
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America. It is with tiiis atmosphere, too, that we 
have principally to do in estimating our western 
Avilion. If such a thing can be as a moist dryness, 
or a dry moisture, then this anomaly is to be found 
on the bluflFs of Martha's Vineyard. The charm of 
Avilion lay, to the old chronicler and to Tennyson 
following him, in the fact that it was not scourged 
by hail, rain, or snow: this from the point of view 
of one used to the severer climate of England, and 
so finding his charm in the absence of these rough 
qualities. The special peculiarities of Martha's Vine- 
yard, entitling it to be ranked beside this real or 
fabled island of the British Channel, are here to be 
reckoned from an American point of view, and thus 
widely diflferent in their character. It may be said of 
any ordinary season at the Vineyard, that in the 
very height of summer, sun untempered by wind 
is literally unknown ; while no brighter sunshine 
than is here habitual bends over any portion of the 
continent. Whatever of moderate heat marks the 
summer day, is tempered by the early falling of the 
evening coolness — in time and feeling very like that 
of Northern Italy in the same season. Any undue 
profuseness of perspiration is accordingly unknown, 
except under circumstances involving the severest 
bodily exertion ; and correspondingly, a night when 
the happy refugee from the malarious breath of cities, 
can not sleep under two to four blankets, is equally 
unheard of from June to September. Undoubtedly, 
later, on in the year, and in the harsher months of 
spring, this charm of coolness and breeziness may be 
carried to more or less of an excess ; but a very old 
traveler speaks, familiar with most of the pleasant 
places of the world and especially so with the health- 
refuges of both continents, in saying that the sum- 
mer atmosphere of the northeastern bluffs of Mar- 
tha's Vineyard may vie with that of the south coast 
of England, the Channel Islands (some one of which 
is the Avilion of the chronicle), or even the Riviera 
of the Mediterranean, at once in healthful quality 
and in all pleasant appeals to the senses. Absent, 
dust, heat, flies, and mosquitbs — present, azure skies 
and a white-sail-dotted sea, as blue as the heaven it- 
self — how far is this, really, from filling the sense of 
satisfaction ? 

Of course our Avilion has a capital, by no means 
the accredited one of the island, though rapidly com- 
ing to be recognized as the one spot to which all 
others in the island must be tributary. This is Oak 
Bluffs, already more than once referred to, at the 
northeast point of Tisbury and the island, lying high, 
as its name indicates, .over that part of the ocean 
which is properly Nantucket Sound, and with a mag- 
nificent outlook seaward, which takes in literally 
all the vessels passing the Sound eastward or west- 
ward. Without question. Oak Blufifs rnay be said to 
have had its origin in the annual camp-meetings lo- 
cated so near it, and in the cottage-growth springing 
from the necessities of that occupation ; but no ordi- 
nary care and taste have been necessary to make 
what might have been a mere aggregation of in- 
congruous and unpleasant buildings, with sandy 
thoroughfares and all the disagrimens of the half- 
fledged village, an absolute "thing of beaut}'," as 
characteristic and almost as Oriental as Constanti- 
nople or Damascus. 

All over New England Oak Bluffs is known, or be- 
ginning to be known, to-day, as the. " City of Cot- 
tages ; " and while the application of such a phrase 
to most places could be only a burlesque, no such 
feeling of incongruity is awakened by its application 
here. Not that the extent of the town or the num- 
ber of its inhabitants is such as to justify the epithet 
"city;" but that there is a certain sense of finish 
connected with it — a certain absence of all those 
details of squalor common to the nascent town or 
budding village — lifting it at once from either un- 
pleasant category, and placing it at an advantage 
not warranted by its size or age, and not to be ac- 
counted for entirely even by its location. Some be- 
nevolent genius certainly watched over the laying out 
of this little embodied lesson in village building, and 
whispered good counsels into the ears of those who 
constructed and managed it. Fronting on the Bluffs 
proper, and with an outlook seaward, extending from 
the point of the island eastward of Edgartown, at 
Cape Pogue, to the far-away headlands of Hyannis 
and Harwich on the main Massachusetts coast — it 
carries backward from the sea and keeps throughout 
its extent that characteristic of " all front " upon 
which Jack insisted when he determined to have a 
gold-laced back to his waistcoat. For a mile from 
the landing-point at the Sea-View House, southeast- 



ward, a broad planked esplanade borders the top of 
the blufifs, the entire distance, with substantial seats 
running parallel throughout, with convenient shel- 
ter-houses against the possible sun, and with well- 
arranged bridges in the English fashion, aflFordirig 
safe transit over the railway to the bathing-houses 
and the beach below. Backward from the esplanade, 
at right angles, extend the row of principal streets, 
themselves crossed at intervals by other streets 
running parallel to the sea, and all as carefully laid 
down in asphalt or concrete as were the roads lead- 
ing out of Paris in the palmy days of the Emperor. 
Of course, with such roadways, the drives, though of 
limited length, are irreproachable ; and of course, 
dust, to any extent either in or from those drives, is 
a thing unknown. 

But this is only the substructure, so to speak, of 
this really wondrous capital of our Avilion. What 
may be the number of buildings crowning these 
bluffs, and peeping out from amid the oak groves, 
there is at present no data at hand to compute ; 
they certainly number many hundreds, and perhaps 
extend to thousands. Memory fails to recognize, in 
all that number, any two strongly alike in appear- 
ance ; and there are certainly not more than five 
embraced within the whole number and amenable to 
the charge of ugliness. They are all wooden cot- 
tages (giving rise to a fear that some day a fire and a 
rough wind may lay the whole in ashes) ; and they 
are all in general character tht cottage ornee ; while 
an amount of ingenuity has been expended in vary- 
ing the elaborate but inexpensive ornamentation, 
capable, if correspondingly directed, of having made 
beauty out of some of our aggregated deformities. 
The eflfect at any poi-tion of the town is markedly 
Oriental; and on approach from the sea, from any 
direction, it is scarcely less so. It is no easy task, 
indeed, for the dweller on any part of the American 
continent, suddenly set down in the midst of this 
collective departure from all to which he has been 
accustomed, to believe that he is elsewhere than in 
some undescribed portion of the Orient, or in some 
bit of fairy land suddenly rendered substantial. A 
pleasant relief from what might be otherwise angu- 
lar sameness, is secured at one point by the curving 
around of one of the principal avenues — Ocean — 
holding within its curve a grove of the dwarf oaks, 
and supplying a miniature park, looking out over the 
sea, and protected by ordinance against the obstruc- 
tion of future erections. 

Obviously this array of building has had an inten- 
tion — ^ that ,of inaugurating summer-cottage-life as 
it can be seen at all in but few places in America, 
and as it can only be limitedly seen at Newport. 
.Indeed, for a moment to change a figure, it may be 
called the Newport of the commons, the cost of 
building and' living here being so much less than at 
the fashionable watering-place of Rhode Island, and 
the number of participants being proportionately 
greater. A large percentage of these cottages are 
occupied by their owners throughout all or the later 
portion of the hot season ; many others are rented 
for like purposes ; and still others, partially occupied 
by their owners, afford lodging to. those who seek 
temporary retreat by the sea. Something of the same 
variety is also manifest in modes of living — many 
of the residents bringing down from their city homes 
a considerable portion of their "establishments," 
including servants and carriages — others contenting 
themselves with a more moderate selection from their 
city luxuries — and still others, in large proportion, 
having no household care whatever, merely taking 
cottages or lodgings, and finding their meals, and 
even due attendance, at the very excellent restau- 
rants especially provided for such accommodation. 
Yet the local picture would be incomplete if it were 
not noted that confidence in the willing or compelled 
honesty of all seems the rule, and that wide-open 
doors all day long, even when the cottage is tem- 
porarily abandoned, at once show this feeling and 
exhibit the almost baby-house neatness in ornamen- 
tation of many interiors, so well in keeping with the 
fairy grace without. 

One other feature of Oak Bluffs remains to be no^ 
ticed — though one shared in common by all sea- 
shore resorts of prominence. Though in the open 
sea, the bathing is singularly safe, and except for the 
presence of what our English cousins call " shingle " 
(small pebbles). Very convenient and agreeable. The 
bathing-houses are better than the average as to ex- 
tent and convenience — as should be expected of so 
important a detail at our Avilion. Meanwhile much 
of the bathing is effected without their aid, many of 



the occupants of the cottages being to be seen at 
the bathing hour trooping down the avenues en cos- 
tume for the wave, and covered with voluminous 
waterproofs — and a short while afterward returning, 
still covered with the waterproofs, but giving evi- 
dence of having enjoyed their coveted conflict with 
Neptune. 

Such, hastily sketched, and necessarily defective 
in many details, is Oak Bluff's, the virtual capital of 
Martha's Vineyard, whatever may be the political' 
claims of Edgartov?n. To its wharves come the 
steamers from New Bedford, Wood's Hole, and Nan- 
tucket, as well as transient excursions and yachting 
parties without number. From it an admirably man- 
aged narrow-gauge railway, with the most accommo- 
dating of conductors, runs down the coast to Edgar- 
town, and the budding watering-place of the south 
end, Katama; while excursions by carriage to the 
South Beach, to Vineyard Haven, Lagoon Heights, 
Vineyard Highlands, and other watering-places des- 
tined to grow to importance in the future, are things 
of every hour and of cheap convenience. 

This, of which necessarily only a few salient fea- 
tures have been presented, is our Avilion of the 
West — little known, as already said, as many islands 
lying thousands of miles away. Many a sea voyage 
has been made by the writer and others, in search of 
the very qualities for summer refuge, here lying al- 
most at the door of every American of the North. 
Some hesitation is felt in recording a fact of the past 
summer — that on the death of a child at the Vine- 
yard, no undertaker could be found, and the expla- 
nation followed, that only two persons having died 
there within the present generation, no undertaker 
could be expected to make it his abode ; but spme- 
thing only a little less exaggerated may well be as- 
serted, even without attributing any portion of this 
immunity to the summer-residence here of one of 
the most successful of metropolitan physicians, or 
to any of the occult arts which he may practice. 
A blue-skied, gentle-aired, soft-breezed, cool and 
pleasant little island in the sea, accessible from New 
York by Portland steamer, by New Bedford or Fall 
River boat, Martha's Vineyard certainly presents at- 
tractions as a hot-weather resort, far too little under- 
stood by residents of the Middle States, and only 
measurably so by those of the Eastern, — entitling it 
to even more than its present rapid growth as a 
place of visit and sojourn. Others, in other publica- 
tions, have dealt at length with Gay Head, its vol- 
canic rocks, and other curiosities of the island ; and 
early American history-is full of relations and specu- 
lations as to who was Martha, and what gave it the 
name of her Vineyard : be it the purpose, and the 
only purpose, of the present paper to call additional 
attention to it, as the spot to which many a suffering 
and climate-slain American may go with all confi- 
dence " to heal him of hi? grievous wound," or at 
least to do all that any locale on either continent may 
do, to render less poignant his discomfort. 

— Henry Morford. 
• ^ — 

JUST TWENTY-ONE. 

Just twenty-one, my own sweet little girl ; 

How swiftly have the rapid years rolled by, 
Tliat marlced the periods, with their speedy whirl. 

Their joys forever mingled with a sigh — 
■With saddest tears, and anxious fears, — 
Since we first knew each other, you and I ! 

Can it be twenty-one, my little Pearl, 
Since on your mother's breast it first found place— 

Your head, with richest wealth of nut-brown curl, 
And baby brow so full of witching grace ? 
So small and pale — alas ! so frail — 

And that soft voice with such a feeble wail ! 

Bright in the radiant east, the morning star 
Shone o'er the trees, upon your natal day ; 

And sounds of busy earth came from afar. 
Mingled with wild notes of a song-bird's lay. 
All things had share, in earth and air, 

To gladden your sweet coming, maiden fair ! 

But in the home, the hour was dark and chill : 
Death looked in at us from the open door ; 

And you seemed sent a wretched void to fill, 
And drive his shadow from the cottage floor — 
To light the gloom in hall and room, 

■With your sweet smiles that bless IK evermore. 

A blessing on the tiny maiden, now. 

Though grown to womanhood, so small and fair ! 
Still the same grace upon the placid brow, 
' And love still lurking in the nut-brown hair. 

My blessing free — yours may it be. 
Whose life a blessing ever is to rae ! 

— J. L. Seatott. 



